Conspectus of the Americas

which may be felled for timber, or for firewood. Such may be
their fate, In commentary upon the hand of man. Their trees of
flowers come into season, year after year, a little sooner or a little
later, but always and ever with the snow upon their boughs, as
though It were the ambrosia, the heavenly manna for their blos-
soming. And* In a few days, the great heat comes up from the plain.

The axe is put to the tree and strikes into its heart. Even that
does not kill It. The trunk must be nearly severed before it sways
and shivers, It begins to fall Always unexpected; too soon, or
when It seems too late. It topples and Is uncertain; and now,
nothing can help it, falling, hurling, thundering to earth. The
flowers. In their hundreds, are dashed upon the ground. Some
will roil and tumble for a little way, in the humiliation of bodies
dropping from the air. Their petals braise, and In a few hours
they are brown and faded. But the tree, itself, is now a wreck or
skeleton. Other flowers ride high up, upon the dying branches, still
out of reach, but doomed. The whole tree is still a miracle, even In Its
catastrophe, but peculiar and Inexplicable with Its myriad candles
burning, gigantic In cone and bulk, like a great tower tumbled, a
temple and a lotus tank, a kingdom ruined. So can fall great cities.

We could tell, too, of the feathered waters, of Amazon and
Orinoco. They are the other Indies, lands of the plumed cacique
where the maize grows, but there are no golden cornfields; of the
cactus and volcano; of the sugarcane; of warm waters for the
turtle. They are the mirror Indies, the mocking echo, the mirage
In the Ocean, ten thousand miles away. Let us look into that
mirror! The Redskin is, beyond contradiction, the haunting of
those lands. The Red Indian blood is In the soil. It Is ineradicable.
The probability is that the Indians had come, not more than
fifteen hundred or two thousand years ago, from the region of the
Pacific Ocean. It Is considered likely that they arrived on that
coast in their fleets of canoes, and that their origin had some
affinity with the Malays or the Polynesians. But, having said this,
we want to put an emphasis upon the Redskin, upon the coppery,
red clay improbability of his colour. Such is, without the monu-
ments, the Carnac or Stonehenge of the North Americans. But,
instead of dating from the mists of antiquity, this ghostly past Is
but just removed from the present. It is no alder than the mul-
berry tree in an old garden.